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Author's Notes: 
Another one of Lia\'s crackbunnies. One day she\'s either going to run out of crack or I\'m going to find an 


antidote for it. 


If he didn't love him so much he'd kill him. 


It was bad enough he was sitting here in so much pain that lighting a cigarette made his eyes water. It was 
bad enough he was stuck here in this cramped little apartment while the rest of them trotted around playing 
gigs and doing who knew what else with those two young Finns. 


And knowing Kai, he was doing more than helping the one tune his guitar. 


The phone calls were meant to make him feel better. He knew that, and it made it very hard to be anything 
but nice when Kai called. He just didn't seem to understand that all he was doing was making Henjo more 
depressed and unhappy. Throw in that even Weiki was calling him and telling him road stories and he was just 
not a happy man, 


The chirping of the phone next to him was enough to make him let out a bellow. It was Kai. He knew it was. The 
phone even seemed to ring differently when it was him. Reluctantly, Henjo picked it up, knowing if he didn't 
answer Kai would call back over and over, worried until he finally got him on the phone. And then pout when he 
found out Henjo hadn't answered on purpose. 

Ok, so maybe sticking his tongue out at it before answering was a little childish, but he didn’t care. "Hello, Kai." 
"Hen! | was starting to think you were not at home!" 

"Yes Kai," Henjo deadpanned, "my social calendar is filled and | have many places to be." 

"How are you?" 


"It hurts and | am sick of sitting here." 


The quiet sigh made Henjo close his eyes, regretting the tone of voice he had been using. "I know. | wish you 


were here’ 

"Not as much as | do. How are things” 

He could see Kai shrug, "Its ok It would be better to have you here. | miss you" 

Herjo rolled his eyes. Bet you don't miss me enough not to be fucking that pretty tte Finn. ‘| miss you too." 
"So, what is the doctor saying?" 

"Nothing | want to hear.” 


Voices in the background drowned out Kai's next words, a long suffering sigh filling his ear as Kai came back to 
the phone. "I have to go, Hen. Sound check" 


"| know. Have a good show." 

"We will. Break a leg right?" 

"Ha ha ha. Not funny, Kai" 

"Was not meant like that, Henjo! m sorry... 

"| know. Go, play, have fun. Bye" Henjo turned off the phone and dropped it next to him. "Break a leg. How about 


an arm!" Picking up his cigarettes, he shook one from the pack and lit it, blowing out a long plume of smoke. 


Break a leg indeed. 


"Henjo's not happy." 


If that statement had come from anyone except Kai Dirk would have been forced to smack them. "Of course 


he isn't. He's stuck home and we're here and he's hurting.’ 
"I wish | knew some way to cheer him up." 
"Have you been calling him?" 


Kai nodded, leaning his elbow on the table and resting his chin in his palm. "I try to every day, but sometimes | 


miss a day." 

"There isn't much more we can do." 

"I know. Is just hard when he sounds so unhappy." 

"Maybe we should send him some funny pictures, make him laugh." 


Kai sat up, the wheels in his mind turning so fast Dirk could see it behind his eyes. "We can! | think my phone 
takes pictures." 


"And you can send them to his computer." 

Kai was busy looking at his phone, his lower lip caught in his teeth as he concentrated. Pulling up the menu, he 
scrolled, looking for an option for pictures, cursing quietly when he found nothing that looked right. "I do not 
see anything. Maybe.." Kai closed his eyes, trying to remember if he still had the book. With a quiet curse, he 
realized if he did it would be at home. 

"Is he sleeping or thinking?" 

Kai opened his eyes and grinned at Kasperi. "I am thinking. | was trying to see if my phone took pictures.” 

"Let me see." Kasperi took the offered phone, pushing a few buttons and then nodding. "It does, see?" Turning it 
around, he showed Kai how to work it, explaining each button as he pushed. Kai's grin got bigger, nodding and 
taking the phone back before holding it up in their direction and pushing the button Kasperi had shown him, 
laughing aloud when the picture appeared on the display. 


"It works!" Kai got to his feet, flipping the phone closed. "Now, we need to make some funny pictures to send" 


Dirk rolled his eyes, getting to his feet and following Kai toward the back of the bus. "Come on, you need to do 


this too." 

Kasperi got up to tag along. "What are we doing?" 
"Taking pictures to cheer up Henjo." 

"| think with Kai in charge | might be afraid." 

"You should be afraid," Dirk laughed, "very afraid" 


Henjo was struggling with his keys when he heard the phone begin to ring. Swearing, he tried to jam one into 
the lock, yelping when his fingers banged painfully against the door. Trying another, he let out a snort as it 
slipped easily in, the tumblers turning smoothly and allowing the door to swing open. Hurrying as best he could, 
he was halfway to the phone when the machine picked up, his own voice playing before Kai's happy shriek 
blasted through the apartment. "Henjo! Where are you?" 


Dumping his stuff on the couch, Herjo rolled his eyes. "I am right here. | suppose you want to tell me how 
wonderful the show was last night?" 


"Henjoooooo000! Answer me! | have something to tell you!" 
"Ja, ja. You want to tell me how good he fucks. How sweet his dick is. Fuck you, Kai." 


Kai's sigh was as loud as his voice had been. "! guess you are still at the doctor's. | have sent you something in 


your email. Call me when you see it!" 


Henjo shot the machine the finger as the click signaled the end of the call. "Email. | will call you. When | have 
taken my pills and cannot feel anything" Making his way to the kitchen, Henjo made some coffee, checking out 
the contents of the refrigerator and cupboards while he waited. Pouring himself a cup when it was done, he 
wandered in to his bedroom and turned on the computer, swearing to himself he needed to check his email 


anyway and it had nothing to do with the message Kai had left. 


Waiting while his email was retrieved from the server, Henjo closed his eyes, thinking about what the doctor 
had said. He was healing, yes. But slowly, so slowly in fact it looked as if he would not be going back for a long 
time, more than twice the time they originally thought. Fighting back the urge to scream and throw a tantrum 
of epic proportions, he began to scroll down the list of messages, frowning when he saw a familiar phone 


number as the return address. And there was something attached to the message. 
Clicking on the first one, he waited while the message loaded and then scrolled down to see what was there. 


He was glad he had put down his coffee or it would have been on his lap. 


The picture was of the entire band, all of them dressed only in their underwear and waving at the camera 
with the goofiest faces he'd ever seen. Kai was waving with one hand and picking his nose with the other, Dirk 
was scratching Dan's chin while Dan had his hand halfway in Eero's underwear. And Kasperi was sucking his 
thumb while he kneeled on the floor at Kai's feet. Srickering, he opened the next message. 


This one was just Kai, Dirk and Dan, the three of them holding a sign that said ‘We miss youl across their 
chests. 


The rest of them was naked. 

Henjo couldn't help laughing. 

But when he opened the third one he stopped laughing and sucked in a breath. 

Kai. 

ust Kai. 

Sitting naked on his bed, the sheets rumpled around him as he leaned back on one arm, one leg bent up, his 
eyes filled with the naked lust that was pure Kai, a small smile on his face. Pain forgotten, Henjo felt his cock 
stir in his pants. His eyes found the body of the message. Simple words, but they made him grin like a fool. We 
all miss you. But | miss you most of all 

The phone rang, startling him from his languid study of the picture. He got to his feet and went to sit on the 
bed, picking up the extension and hitting the button to answer the call. Tucking the phone to his ear, he grinned. 


"Hello, Kai." 


"Did you get them?" Gone was the squealing, instead Kai's voice was low, almost a purr that dragged over his 
skin 


"Ja, | did" 
"And?" 


Henjo nearly groaned. He could hear him stretching, picturing him still naked on the bed, that strong body with 
its covering of soft, freckled skin, that thick cock rising between his legs. "You made me happy.’ 


"Did one make you happier than the rest?" Kai breathed the words, making Henjo's cock jump, rising to press 
against the front of his pants. 


"Ja, it did. You look very good." 


| did not have time to take more, but later | will take some of.." Kai's voice cut off as someone else spoke, the 
second voice halting when Kai made a hushing noise. There was silence on the line for a few seconds and then 


Kai spoke again, this time his voice tentative and unsure. "Henjo?" 


Henjo ground his teeth, his fingers curling tightly around the phone. "You bastard. You take pictures for me 
with him in your bed? You fucking dick! Do not bother! And do not call me!" 


He jabbed the off button on the phone and threw it across the room, breathing hard. Damn him! 


On the other end, Kai's head dropped, his fingers flipped the phone closed and letting his hand fall to his knee. 
Behind him, Kasperi frowned and reached out to touch his shoulder. "Kai? Did it work? Did he get them?" 


"He got them," he said softly, shaking his head. "But it was not a good time to ask, Kasperi." Looking around the 
lobby of the hotel, Kai shook his head again. "He is not in my bed, Henjo. But now how to make you believe?" 


Henjo ignored the phone for the rest of the day. He would have turned the machine off, but part of him was 
afraid that Kai wouldn't call and then he'd miss the chance to sit and laugh and not care while he begged and 
pleaded for forgiveness. He did answer when Dirk called, thanking him for the pictures and laughing like nothing 
was wrong until he heard Kai ask Dirk for the phone. He had then quickly made an excuse and hung up just as 
Dirk passed the phone, effectively hanging up in Kai's ear. 


He knew they had an off night so he figured they'd be out drinking and having fun, so when his phone 
continued to ring every hour or so he was surprised, especially when each time it was Kai, asking him to 
please pick up the call, to talk to him, to let him explain. He had taken to throwing coins at the machine, 
eventually running out of those and moving on to whatever was handy, from pillows to his lighter -- which 
only made him mad when he had to get up to retrieve it next time he wanted a cigarette -- to the bottle 
caps from the water he was drinking. He wanted a beer, but mixing it with the pills he was taking was not a 
good idea so instead he just went through water and pretended, which only made him feel like he was ten kilos 


heavier and sent him to the bathroom every ten minutes. 

Finally, he went in to his bedroom, noticing the computer was still booted up. Sitting down in front of it, he 
began looking through the rest of his email, clicking the button that would pull in any new messages from his 
server. His eyes widened as it brought in one after another, all from Kai's phone, all with attachments. By the 
time it was done, he had twenty seven new emails from Kai. 

Sighing, he clicked on the first one, sent right after their fight on the phone. 

The body of the message read / am not in my bed, | am here. Attached was a picture of a hotel lobby. 


Rolling his eyes, he went to the next. See? Here is the desk and the manager. The picture matched the caption 


Next was a picture of Eero and Kasperi, sitting together on a couch in the lobby. He is not in my bed 
Next email showed the outer doors of an elevator. / am going to my room, 

The inside, a button lit up for the sixth floor. My room is six one three. 

The doors open on a hall. / am on my floor 

A room door, the number matching the room Kai had said. My door. 

The door open to show an empty room. My room. 

Another angle of the room, showing the empty bed, the sheets still mussed See? ls no one in my bed 


Another shot of the bed, showing the pillows were still smooth. No one has been laying here. | was only here fo 
fake the picture for you and then waited to see if you got them. 


A shot of Kai's face. ls just me here. 
Another shot of Kai, this time shirtless. Æ only you / am getting naked for. 
Henjo grinned at the next picture, a shot down Kai's body, showing his half hard cock. / am thinking about you 


Henjo jumped as the phone began to ring again. Clicking on the next picture, he groaned. Kai's hand was wrapped 
around his cock, pulling the shaft out away from his body. / miss you, Herjo. 


‘| miss you too, Kai." Henjo went to the next email, hissing softly. Kai was now sitting on the bed, his hand 
cupping his balls. /am tired of wanking | need you to fuck me. 


The next one was a close up of Kai's dick, thick and hard, the veins standing out along the shaft, the head 
blushed red. He misses you too. 


Henjo was groaning, the fact that the phone had stopped ringing again not even registering. Next, now showing 
the back of Kai's thigh and the cleft of his ass, his finger touching the ring. Do you miss fucking me? 


Henjo's hand was shaking as he clicked on the next, his cock straining against the front of his pants. A shot 
similar to the last, but this time Kai's finger slick with lube, half of it inside his body. / am making my ass 
ready for your hard dick 


Next, the finger all the way in. Henjo groaned, opening his pants and stroking his dick a few times, his eyes 
fastened on the sight before him. / does not feel as good as your finger. Is not as long and does not reach far 


enough 


Letting go of his shaft, Henjo clicked on the next. Two fingers buried deep inside him. / can not wait until you can 
fuck me. 


The fingers drawn out till just the tips remained inside. Your fingers make me ready. Now is time for that big 
dick to fuck me. 


Henjo stroked himself a few more times, cursing his left arm and its useless state. The next picture made his 
dick jump, a thick ooze of precum winding down over the tip. Kai's fingers were gone, and in there place was 
the slick green of a cucumber. Was all | could find that was the right size to make me feel lke it was your dick 


inside me. 


The next three were a series showing the slow progression of the vegetable working its way inside him, the 
ring stretching around it, until on the third it was pushed deep until Kai's hand was holding the end of it 
outside his body, his thumb and forefinger pressed against his ass. Æ big enough but is not hot and slick and 


pounding me. 


Another shot, the cucumber halfway out, slick with lube as Kai fucked himself with it. Promise me you will fuck 


me hard and deep and make me scream when | come. 
Henjo was nearly screaming himself. 


The last picture was of Kai's dick, hard and slick and straining, drawing another moan from Henjo as he 
recognized just from the purplish head and the amount of precome that Kai was close to coming. Please Henjo 


please. 


Henjo accidentally hit refresh, pulling in another message that had arrived. Again, it was from Kai. Opening it 
Henjo gasped, grabbing his dick and fisting it hard. Kai's head was thrown back, his skin wet with sweat, tendrils 
of hair clinging to his face and neck as his hand was frozen on his shaft, come laying on his chest, the tip of 
his dick covered in creamy white that was dripping down onto his hand. With a harsh cry, Henjo's hips bucked 
up as he came, uncaring that the thick sticky bursts were landing on his keyboard, his eyes unable to move 


from the picture that filled the screen until with a last shudder he fell back in the chair, letting out a quiet 


yelp as still sore muscles protested the violent jerks of his orgasm. 

When his vision cleared, he saw the message that had come with the last picture. Getting to his feet, he went 
and found the phone where it had landed earlier and made his way back to the bed, taking a few minutes and 
undressing before settling himself and dialing a familiar number. 

"Hi." 


A sigh on the other end. "Hi." 


"I am an idiot." 


A soft laugh. "Ja, you are." 

Henjo grinned. "I miss you, Kai." Sliding down on the bed, he made himself comfortable, settling in for a long talk. 
"| miss you too, Henjo." 

Henjo nodded. "| got your message." 

"Did you?" 

"And your pictures.” 

Kai laughed. "I meant it you know." 

"Ja, | know." 


Raising his head, Henjo looked at the computer, unable to see what was on the screen but the final image and 


the words that came with it burned in his brain. 


| love you Hen. Please call me. Kai 


